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inherent in wood or in coal. The same illusion of
our senses which makes us believe in the sweetness
hidden in each bit of sugar, or in the bitterness of
quinine, inspires the idea that sadness and pain
are found in the phenomena which precede them.
Yet an examination of the physical pain which is
most susceptible to analysis is sufficient to enable
us to perceive our error. A blow from a club which
will strike down a dog is scarcely felt by an ele-
phant. The same operation which makes a
person of sensitive intellect faint, leaves an idiot
unmoved. The same light which blinds a dis-
eased eye is pleasant to a sound one. Human
flesh, an object of horror to civilised men, is the
delight of cannibals. Certain vices which are
repulsive and unimaginable to so many men, are
the source of rapture in others.

Consequently, pain, as well as pleasure, is to be
found neither in the rays of the sun, nor in human
flesh, nor in vice. They are within ourselves.
The pedagogy of the will easily succeeds in in-
creasing or diminishing their intensity. It will
even reach the point of creating or destroying
them, at the pleasure of its interests.

The comprehension of certain sorrows would be
equivalent to their diminution, if not to their
destruction. Let us take the deepest, occasioned